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Always been you 


Joe Perry walked quickly through the halls, wrapped only in a hotel sheet. He rapped on Steven Tylers' door, 
sending a quick prayer that he was both sober and alone. He shivered under the air-conditioning and knocked 
again. The door flew open, and Joe had to remind himself to breath. The singer was clad only in boxers, and his 
hair was knotted up in a scarf. 

"What is it?" 


"Steve, let me in" 


He stared at him impassively for a full minute before moving out of the door frame. He sighed in relief 
wrapping the sheet tighter around himself. 


"Elyssa threw me out." 


Steven's’ eyes lit up, it was no secret of their feud over Joe. 


"Sorry to hear that." 

Joe chuckled. 

"No, you're not. We're getting a divorce." 

‘Lam sorry if its making you sad. What was the final straw?" 

"We were fucking, trying to convince ourselves we could make it work, but | called out someone else's’ name." 
He watched Stevens’ smile fade and he was acutely aware of how far apart Elyssa had managed to push them. 
"Oh, well good luck with her. | think | have some clothes--" 

"Him." 

Steven froze watching him move backwards towards the lone piece of furniture in the room, a bed. 
"Thought you were straight Joe-Joe." 

He smiled at the childish nickname. 

‘No, not really. Elyssa took care of me, but he was always the one | wanted" 

Steven sat beside him, hands in his lap in an uncharacteristically shy move. 

"Who's the lucky guy?" 

Joe tensed trying to focus on the black nail polish on the other mans’ nails to relax. 

"l-Im too scared to say it. If he ever found out, he'd kick me out of Aerosmith." 

He bit his tongue realizing he'd just given the brunette a vital clue. 

"He's in our band?" 


His voice seemed slightly strangled but when Joe tried to see his face, Steven undid the scarf, letting his hair 


hide him. Joe warily brushed his hair back, but his face was impassive once more. 
"Yeah." 


Steven turned to him suddenly. 


"Joe, l'm your best friend | won't tell him but | have to know." 

"Why?" 

| want to know who my competition is.” 

Joe gasped, reaching for him with blurry eyes. 

"Its you. It's always been you." 

Steven pulled him against his chest careful to keep him covered, wanting his bandmate to be comfortable. Joe 
buried his head in his shoulder, fingers kneading at his arms like a kitten. When he finally calmed himself he 
brought his face up, blushing heavily. Steven bent to him holding his face with both hands. Joe parted his lips 
eagerly, finally tasting Steven Joe sat trembling, never letting Steven break their kiss. He pushed his sheet 
aside, pulling Steven to lay on top of him. 

"Jesus Joe." 

He grinned up at him reaching for his boxers. Steven held his hands immobile, still gasping for breath. 

"Sorry, its too soon-" 

Steven shook his head. 

"No, | just need to look at you." 

Joe's cock hardened further at those words. Steven straddled his hips, letting his eyes roam slowly over his 
flushed face. He traced his chest, leaning down to kiss caramel-colored nipples. Joe grabbed his hair, steadying 
himself with one hand on the pillow. Steven uncurled his fist, bringing it to his own chest. 


"You look too." 


His request was soft and somehow Joe managed to nod. He kept his hand over Steven's' heart feeling its wild 


beat. 

"We need something.” 

Joe whimpered as he stood and Steven gave him a quick kiss. 
"Lube. Hold on" 


Joe watched him hungrily as he dug through his clothes. He pounced suddenly and held up a bottle, a huge grin 
on his face. Joe blinked back tears and he smiled hoping to hide it from the singer. Steven noticed and crawled 


beside him. 

"You want to stop?" 

"No, God No." 

He reached for him, arms joining around his neck. 

"Why are you crying" 

"Im happy." 

Steven raised an eyebrow, clearly not convinced. Joe laughed nervously. 

‘I'm about to be fucked by my best friend" 

Steven kissed him. 

"Not fucked by Joe-Joe. Made love to." 

Joe pulled him down kissing him wetly, clawing at his boxers. 

"| love you." 

Steven smiled, throwing his boxers across the room. He poured lube on his fingers feeling Joe tense. 
"ll be gentle." 

He nodded relaxing his hold on his neck. 

"Lift up babe." 

He brought his knees up, locking them around his waist. Steven slipped a finger in. 
"Not your first. Who was?" 

He heard the jealousy and he laughed. 

"Elyssa" 


Steven laughed with him. 


"Knew that cunt was a dick." 

Joe laughed harder, relaxing enough to take a second finger. 

"No. A few times she took me from behind so that-" 

He stopped biting his lip. 

"So that what love?" 

He took a deep breath readying himself for humiliation. 

"So | could pretend it was you." 

Steven's’ fingers stilled and he looked at Joe. 

"You serious?" 

Joe nodded. Steven leaned down pulling his fingers out covering Joes' mouth with his. 

"I should've made you mine along time ago." 

Joe gasped. 

"You want that?" 

"Yes, Let me in" 

Joe smiled, it was the same request he had made earlier. He arched his hips pulling Steven deep into his body. 
He rested his forehead against his shoulder breathing hard. The singer kept his hand on the nape of his neck. 
He didn't move ignoring the need to thrust in letting Joe adjust. Joe finally lifted his head kissing him, tasting 
the banana he ate every day to stay healthy. 

"Okay?" 

Joe moved his hand down clutching his hip. He moved slowly hearing Joe cry out when he started withdrawing. 
"Shh" 

He kissed his cheek, a caress they'd always given each other. He thrust in again and this time Joe screamed 


for more. He balanced on one arm so he wouldn't crust his lover, the other hand fisted his cock. He kept his 


hand slow, when his body was about to explode he kissed him feeling his hand become sticky with Joes' cum. 


"Love you. Make love only to you." 


Joe laughed absurdly happy but Steven thought he was being mocked and he rolled off his body. Joe grabbed 


him, clinging to his back pressing kisses to his skin 

"So happy. l'm so fucking happy." 

Steven relaxed turning around, play-wrestling him so he ended up on his back. 
"Stay with me." 

Joe nodded. 

"Say it Joe-Joe." 


"lIl stay with you. You won't ever be alone again" 


